slummy for you, is it, Euphrosynia Pavlovna? Now off you go, the
living must work no matter what happens, that is what my dear Irina
Nikolaevna always says. And mind you work hard today, Euphrosynia
Pavlovna, don't you be idle for a single moment today/ And he
bustled about, leading her away from the stilled room.
1 shall work hard, Nikolashka/ Frossia promised.

Presently a lorry drove to Mars Square and then on to Moshkov
Lane, and later deposited some of its burden at a hospital along one of
the lesser quays. The wind rose in the afternoon, and the angry splash-
ing of the water came through the small opened windows of a mortuary.
Maria Nikolaevna and Captain Parnikov lay side by side, the four
convicts at a distance from them. Nikolashka spent a busy day and
arranged for the funeral in a double grave at Smolensky cemetery on
Vassily Island, and paid a Kiev-Pechersky monk for two panichidas at
the small Abbey chapel off Nicholas Quay, and ran all over the place,
buying wreaths of such late flowers as could be found, and two gar-
lands of pine branches, and ordering a coffin wide enough for two.
Then, having arranged everything, he went to wait for Frossia outside
the Goelro. Together they went to Moshkov Lane, Frossia's few
possessions were soon packed, she handed the key and a brief inventory
to the man at the Domkom, and then silent and thoughtful, she followed
Nikolashka to a new home and a new life. On the way, Nikolashka
explained to her about the panichidas. The first was to be sung at five
in the afternoon. He looked at her sideways as if uncertain of her
decision, and she replied swiftly and warmly: 'Of course, I am coming,
Nikolashka. I am so glad, so grateful to you for thinking about
everything/

The dark tiny chapel was full of candles and the satisfying smell of
burning wax. They stood alone for a few moments till a small door
opened in the richly painted wall, and seven monks came in to chant
the panichida. They prayed for God's servants, Ivan and Maria, that all
their sins, witting and unwitting, be forgiven them, and the gentle
intimate use of Christian names comforted Frossia. They prayed for
light and sunshine for those two in a place remote from all sickness,
grief, and disease, and for their entering the company of God's saints,
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